Numb. 15. 
Athenian News: 


O R, 


Durtons PMracle. 


From Saturday April the 22d, to Lueldap April the 25th, 


1710. 


The Time of the finging of Birds is 
come or the Mufical Pott, zater- 
mixd with Variety of diverting Poems 
on the Nightingale, Lark, Finch, Ca- 
nary Bird, and other feather’d Chot- 
vifters of the Groves and Hedges, wrtt 

| = by the chief Wits of the Age. 

> For lo! the Winter is paft, the Rain ts 

" over and gone, the Flowers appear 

on the Earth, the Lime of the finging 

of Birds is come, Caat. II. 11, 12. 


READER, 


N my laft Poft I gave you a merry Effay on— the 
Mufick of Bivds— and as their Time for finging ss come, 
I fhall continue the Subjeé in this Paper, for I have 

oe made a voluntary Retreat from the World and 

Lie Bufinefs, on Purpofe to hear their Melody, and am fo 

we greatly delighted with it that now my Ambition fhall 

"never {well above the humble Title of Fobn the Hermit, 

' ‘or were I an Earthly Monarch, who wou’d not rather fit 

mw at the Foot of an Hill, tending a Flock of Sheep, or 

mw) liftening to the Mujfick of Birds, than at the Heim of 

h » Authority controling the ftubborn and unruly Multi- 

he tude? for here am I addi&ed to ftudy; Heaven is my 

il ibrary, the Sun, Moon and Stars my Books, the 

jroves, Fieldsand Birds my Tutors. I have already 
lefcrib’d the Grove where I go every Morning to hear 
em fing, and fhall here (having already paid my 

Refpeéts to that broad-fac’d Chorifter the Bird of Athens) 

tive a diftinét Account of thofe {weet and ravifhing 

Ditties that are made by the feather’d Minftrels in Otley 

rove. 

And firft here’s PHILOMEL, the King of Songfters, 

bmes to divert me with his mufical Airs. 


| 


I, 


Hark! Hark! bow in Otley Grove 
Sweet Philomel # warbling Love. 4 


But, little Charmer of the Arr, 
Don’t thus in Mujick fpend the Morn, 

Whilft 1 thus languish in Defpair, 
OpprefS d by Celia’s Hate and Scorn, 
Why doft thou fing and hear me cry ? 
Te#, wanton Songfter, tell me why, 


Il. 


Wilt thou not ceafe at my Defire ? 
Will thofe {mall Organs never tire ? 

Nature did thu clofe Grove prepare, 

Not for thy Mulick, but my Care. 

Then why wilt thou perfit to fing, 

Thou beautiful malisious Thing ? 

When kind Aurora firft appears, 

She weeps in Pity to my learse 

If thus thou think’(t to give Relief, 

Thou never knew’ {t a Lover’s Grief. 


Ill. 


Thou feather’d Atom, where in thee 
Can be compriz d fuch Harmony ? 

In whofe {mall Fabrick muft remain 
What Compofition does contain. 

All Grie{s but mine are at 4 Stand, 
When thy furprizing Tunes command, 
How can fo fmall a Tongue and Throat 
Expref$ fo loud and {weet a Note ? 
Thou baft more various Points at Wil 
Than Orpheus bad with aD bis Skid, 


IV. 


Great totbe Ear, tho’ {mall to Sight, 

The happy Lover’sdear Delight, 

Fly to the Bow's where fuch are laid, 

And there be{tow thy Serenade. 

Halt from my Sorrow, baft away, 

Alas there’s Danger in thy Stays, 

Left bearing me fo oft complain, 

Shou'd make thee change thy chearful Strain. 
Thy Songs cannot my aig remove, 

Thou barmicf Syren of the Grove, 


Mind but that 7reble which founds fo high, then mark 
the deep ftrain’d Bafe. She rifes and falls in her Note 
P 


jut 


’ ae 
tf a ar * ype 
re. SA . 
=~ ; 
LOO OR eal ote 


et) ee i ee ol 


[2] 


jaf with the Rules of Mufick, and alters her Voice to 


al] Keys: Her Throat wou’d ravifh the dybeR Ear 5 and | 
which is more amazing, fings Fifteen Daysand ‘Nights to- 


gethere 


O thou Angelick Spirit, Fate and Voice? — 
Sweet Syren! whofe Jofe Notes our souls rejoyce : 
ret when thou doft recite fome Tragick Vere, 
7by Tone and Allion make it (w cecly fierce. 

If thoufcft, loud, Jad, or brisk Note doft bit, 
It carries {till our Hearts along with it. ' 
Thou canfi beat, cool, grieve us, or make us [mile, 
Nay, ftabor kill, yet kurt us not the while : 

iby Gefture, Skape and Mien fo pleajing are, 
with thee no Human Being can compare. 

Thy Paffions all our Paffions doexctte, 
And thy feign’d Grief does real Tears invite. 

LifPning 10 thee, our Bodies feem mw dead, 

For our rapt Souls then up to Heaven are fled. 
So great a Monarch art thou that thy Breath 
Hi Power 0 give us cither Life or Death, 


{n a Word, the ravifhing Ditties of the Orley Nightin- 
gale are out-done by no Mulick on Earth but Pbilome!a’s 
Voice, which has no Eqaal “ Philomela (fays a Ke 
verend Author*) “has borrow’d the Name of the 
“* Nightingale, and her Numbers are as {weet as the Voice 
** of that is mufical, — °fis in Heaven only where 
ber Harmony can be exceeded, 


When | but hear ker fing, i fare 
Like one thas raifed bolds bu Ear 
To fome bright Star in the fupremefl Round, 
Thro’ which, befides the Light that’s fecn, 
There may be beard from Heaven within, 
The biefled Anthems thas the Angels found. 


Now if the Singing but of one Nightingale be fuch 
Heavenly Mulick, what muft the whole Choir of Birds 
make? —— Then, Reader, leave that noily Hive the 
City, and come and enjoy your felf in the Country: 
Come, come with me, under the cool Shades of Orley 
Grove and Beech, come where no other Inchantment 
thall fill your Ears, than the Chanting of the Nightin- 
gale, nor any other Murmurs than that of the Chriftal 
Brooks, where all Favours and Benefits are expected 
from the Bounty of Heaven, not of Men. Here you 
fall fee Philomel innocently difplaying her Wings, and 
freely roving in the Grove from Tree to Tree, and with 
the Aw of her Wings mingle the fweet Air and warbling 
Notes of her Voice. There is no Pipe in the World 
makes {weeter Mulick than the Nightingale. 


I, 


4nd next to Philome) / bear 
The Turtle cooing in my Ear + 
And juft by ker (0 tempting Note! ) 
The Thruth fits tuning wiih ber Throat, 


If. 


Hark how the Black-bird too in yonder Tree, 
Hid in the Boughs, warbles melodioufly 


_—— 


Her various Mufick forth, while the whole Choir 43 
of orker Birds flock round, and all admire! ie 
eG 


The Linnet and BuB-finch too fing {weetly, and I fing 
now re-produce themfelvés without lofing their Unity | = 
‘they revive without dying, and wonder that their cog 7 
Neft in a Moment can hatch little ones as big as them. | 
felves. ia 
And the Robbin, the Wrea, and the Tom-tit are 47 
merry as the belt. WS 
But of all the Birds inOsley Grove,none tickl’d myFang 
fo much as the bold Mag-pie. He’s all Chitter, Chatte, 
Tistle, Tattle, and a Scoldto Boot. ‘There’smot a Wor” i 
that he {peaks, or fings, (for ’tis all one, now my Hand's ae 
in) but has Knave or Slut at the End on’. Belides, |” 
he’s a meer Teil-tale. The Mafter can’t kifs his Maio” 
but ftreighc cries Mag— J know who kifS'd Jenny.— § f 
Charles was thus difcover’d, nor does th)» 
Dame fcape. { heard of a Mag-pie, {uch a Critick ia : 
Love, tbat the Prentice cou’d not fteal one Glance frog)” 


ans 


his Miftrefs, but the Wag wou'd read their Souls in thei = 
very Eyes, and ¢ry out———~ Lick’s @ Cuckold, Dick’) > 
Cuckold, meaning the Hufband, (and for that Reamiy 
Sir Fobn —————_ coud never endure a Mag-pie, but fide” 
they had all a Devil in ’em.) ’Tis certain, the Only 
Mag-pie (tho’ but a chatrering Choirifter) is a roguil pa 
Spy, makes every Member of the Body vocal, and whale: 
he feems to liften to fomething elfe, grows familiar witht. 
your Appointments, and betraysthem. He that wont 
‘believe this may come to Osley Grove, where he'll find; 
Swarm of Mag-pies chattering the prettieft Things, ani 
if he don't hear ’em f{peak, as he may expe, he'll fini 
they pay it off with thinking, and that’s cnough aCos 
fcience for a meer Bird! Neither can you think I 1 
mance in this Account of the Orley Mag-pies, for, Reader 
you have heard of Apollonius’s underftanding the Sparrow 
Language, and why may not { as well che chattering 
Mag-pte ¢ i: 
How-ver, I came to this Grove to hear a Confortdie 
feather’d Mufick, and rather than lofe my Labour, i 
will (at leaft) imagine what a brave Hauthoy the Magepi 
Bills wou’d make, and then the Black-bird’s wou’d dof 
a Flagelet to a Wonder: But while I was thus admiring 
thofe roguifh Mag pies, I was fo lull’d with their chatty 
ing Mufick, that (cou’d you believe it! ) I fell fark allege” 
under a Tree, in the Midft of the Grove, and my Milly 4 
being full of the /deas which were in my Head, eer] ~ 
afleep thee Mags feem’d fill to continue chattering, whiq 
now I underftood better than whea I was awake: Bu” 
Reader, now [I think on’t, tho’ I underftood it 
won’t, and therefore Ill not be at the Pains and Ch 
of having new Charaéters caft, to exprefs their 
guage, for it neither begins from the Left to the Rigt 
as OLrs, nor fromthe Rightto the Left, as the Eafe 
nor from Top to Bottom, nor Bottom to Top, as 0 
nor any Ways elfe that you or I can imagine, be 
‘twas inarticulate, and no Language at all. Don’té 


this trifling, for twas only brought into defcribe a Comme’ 
pany of che braveft chattering Mag-pies that you ef | 
faw, or heard of, } 
But the Mags have chatter’d enough in my Ears, I’: 
roufe my felf (for I took but a fhort Nap) to heat Sim 
Cuckoo fing, for there’s many of ’em in this Grove. 1 


*Sée the Preface to the Sermen preach’ a the Fune ah of Mrs. Eli : : anol 
Rogers. f preach d ¢ Funerab of | Mrs Elizabeth Dunton, by the Reverend Mr, Tim 


° a 
“Yi 


"but Cuckoo, Cuckoo, Cuckoo : As Mag prates every thing, 
7 ~ > fothis Bird is always inthe fame Tune, and is hated ot 
i every other Bird, becaufe fhe fpoileth their Nefis and 
~~ eats their Eggs. In the Cuckoo (the lewdeft Songfter in 
"* osley Grove) is decipher’d the wicked Praétice of adul- 
© terous Men, who are not afham’d to defile their Neigh- 
E pour’s Bed, from whence we call them Cucko———ds, who 
"> fuffer this Wrong and yet are innocent 5 whereas indeed 
> the wanton Goat who performs rhe Villainy is the very 
Cucko———d, and the other (poor honeft Man) wrong’d 
- not only in his Bed, but in his Name, is the harmiefs 
~~ Patient of what he cannot help. Then Cuckoo farewel, 
> for thou art a lewd Bird, and i’ fay no longer in Orley 
Grove ’cill Winter has fent thee again to the Place whence 
you came. 
| I might proceed to the Variety of other Notes made 
tS) by the feather’d Choirifters, but here’s enough to fhew 

7) what a fweet and melodious Aviary Oiley is, and I wou’d 
ty not be too tedious. 

"| Thuswhen I have obferv’d ina warm Morning how 
merrily the Birds did chirp and fing in Otley Greve, and 
Ne «what various Tunes and Notes they feat forth, each one 
t fai > adding fomething tothe Melody, ic has occafion’d this 

Orla = Meditation. 


oe : 
g vil ae Thefe poor Birds, that neither Reap nor Sow, nor carry into 
whea ) Barns, they neither Cark nor Care, Moi} nor Toil, bus live 
Withee upon their Father's Providence, and when they kave eat sheir 


WOUEY Brealfaft, knove not where to bave their Dinner, bus depend 
ind 155" ypon their Maker’s Allowance, and yet bow merry are they ? 
y and They take no Care for the Morrow, but feck their Meat where 
1 fn) Divine Providence dovh dire® them : Then, Reader, be not 
Cones (olicitous what thou fhale cat or wear Chriftians (how'd live 


1 100) as unconfin’d as Air, free as its wild Inbabizants from Care. 
‘ader 
rom As fice and kind ws bappy Spirits above, 


Exempt from all Concerns but thofe of Love: 
Or if fad anxious Tears muft give them Eafe, 
(For fomerimes Melancholly it felf does pleafe) 
Like Philome!, abandon’d to Diftref,, 

Their very Grief s in Mufick they expref, 


Then be not caft domn, Oh my Soul! but if even Birds are 
"i. merry, bear a Part with them in their Mirth, and think thy 
ae felf at leaft as rich and bappy as thofe filly Creatures, The 
MS world I fee is as full for me as it ss for them, all Places are 
) ‘crowded with the Bleffings of God, and I know rot where he 
") flou’d befto:- more sbey are fovery full, and at prefent my 
"Wants are all fupply’d, and ] bave no Reafon to douds but they 
WE will be fo for the Time to come: for fure there isa God, and 
i be mufi necds take Care of bis Creatures, and therefore / con- 
elude I fhall never want. 

After I have {pent the Morning liftening to the Mufick 
sof Birds, if ichappens I have heard from the Sybil *, 
I grow merry too, and whiftle my felf, to bear *em Com- 
pany in their Melodies. After I have been in the Grove 
about Three Hours, I pullout of my Pocket a Piece of 
Bread and Cheefe,which with Eyes lifted i pto Hea\ea— 
I acknowledge a liberal Dinner— and at the End of it 
I pledge the Birds in a little Stream that runs by me, 
giving God Thanks again, that had provided Foed for 
all his Crearures. 

Having heard the Singing of the wild Inhabitants of 
‘the Air and Groves, Pil now (for the fake of Variety) 


a isa Bird fo call’d by Reafon of his Cry, which is nothing 


we 


return Home, and liften to the imprifon'd Songfters. A’ 
Bird in a Cage is a fit Subje& for Meditation, and 
think fings better than thofe at Liberty ; for Ihavea 
large Cage in my little Cell, where a Sky-Jark fings as 
tweetly as if all the Mufick of Orley Grove were founding 
in her merry Throat , but I {ee by this Siy-dark, that a 
Bird that has formerly rang’d the large Field of Air 
Cwith a carelefs, wanton and uncheck’d Wing) when ’tis 
newly taught to know the narrow Limits of a Cage, it 
will afk the Documents of fome Time co inftrué that 
lutthe Creature to forges ber Liberty, and reaflume the Alae 
crity of her former chiping : Fetters of Gold do not 
lofe their Nature, they are Fetters ftill. Liberty is fo 
‘weet and pleafant, that all Creatures naturally covet it, 
and tho" Jrrational, are uneafy under Confinement. A 
Turtle thinks her felf more happy in the Defert, than an 
Eagle in a gilded Cages, yet ‘tis obferv’d of this feasher’d 
Libertine (che Sky-lark) that tho’ fhe fings and {oars high,as 
if fhe meant to fhew us Heaven, yet when the is mounted 
to her higheft Pitch, fhe falls at once, and beds in the 
Earth, the bafeft of the Elements. 


Dear prifon'd Bird, bow dothe Stars combine 
70 make my am’rous State rejemble thine ! 
Thou, happy thou ! doft fing, and fo do i, 
Yet both of ws bave loft our Liberty. 
For kim thou fing’/t who Captive thee detains, 
And I for ber who makes me wear her Chains : 
But 1, alas! this Difproportion find, 
Thou for Delight, 1 fing to eafe my Mind: 
Thy Heart’s exalted, mine depref?'d does lie, 
Thou liv'{t by finging, 1 by finging die. 


Thus have I fhewn how the Inhabitants both of the 
Groves and Cages warble forth their Muficks and as 
their Time for finging w# come, fo is their Time for ma- 
king of Love, and building their Nefts, for it is now 
April, and St. Valentine calls the Birds together where Na- 
ture is pleas’d with the Variety of Love, and the little 
winged Familifts make Eleétion of their Mates for build- 
ing and keeping of Houfe this Spring. The Birds thac 
wander in the flow’ry Fields, in the wild Benefie of Na- 
ture, live happierthan we, for they chufe their Mates, 
(as oft as they {ce Occafion) and carol their fweet Plea- 
fures tothe Spring. And befides thefe feather’d Court- 
fhips (’tis worth obferving) there is a moft tender Friend 
fhip between the Black-Bird and the Thrujh, between 
the Choff and the Heron, between the Peacoks and the 
Doves. And as the Birds are now courting, fo I think 
Nature's at a Wedding, of which expedt a very merry and 
diverting Account in my Third Mujical-Poft which 
fhan’s fail of a Place in thofe Twelve Numbers that are 


Danton’s Oracle, 


emeaai 


The Cafuiftical-Poft,or Athenian Mercury. 


Ueh. wherber the Lofof Seed be the LB of Souls? 
Arfw. Altho’ this Subje&t may: feem difficult at 


Anfwer ; for che Adverfaries of this Do@rine do thus 


- 


ortly, 


* Allading to the Sybil-Poft, or Ideal Kingdom ; of which Three have been pyblifh’d, and she Fourth expe very 
Seed, , 


to be publifh’d altogether, to compleat the Firft Volume of . 


the firft, yet, f truft, may receive a reafonable © 


Reafon againft it: If the Soul be propagated by the: 


if 


a ce \ 


ecome of fo much Seed as is loft ? 


‘hat fhall b 
ee oneft Means as Er and 


ither in Sleep, or by fuch dilhonef Me 
y se prattis 4, of which being receiv’d into the Womb 


! h to Conception ? What, fay they, fhall fo 
aint Seen We | 3 hall they be choak’d in the 


be loft? or! . 
ous? et {hall ch remain alone without Bodies ? fee- 
ing it is certain they are not to be accounted amongft the 
Number of Men? Ina Word, becaufe it cannot be de- 
ny’d but much Seed paffech from Man which never 
cometh to Perfeétion, no not to Conception, hence they 
conclude, that if the Soul paffeth in the Seed, then 
many Souls perifh, and fo the Soul fhall not be im- 

tal. 

a thefe conceive not rightly, yea, too bafely and bru. 
tifhly of the Soul’s Generation, imagining that which no 
Man found in his Wits will go about to maintain. For 
the Soul never paffeth in the Seed, but at the Inftant of 
Conception, and from thenceforth a new Soul remaineth 
jn theconceiv’d Fruit. And whenfoever the Seed proves 
not effeétual, the Soul remains as it was, whatever be- 
comes of the Seed for the Soul is never procreated but 
in Conception, when both Seeds meet ina due Propor- 
tion, and become one, and when the efficient Power of 
God concurring with all other natural Caufes, do out of 
the Subftance of the generating Souls, produce another, 
together wich a Body capable ot that divine Form. 

Some Refemblance whereof we may fee in the lighting 
of a Lamp or Candie; for as Fire is the moft {piritual 
of all corporal Suoftances, fo by it we may have the clear- 
eft Refemblance in this Cafe: The Soul is not kiodled at 
every Conjunttion of Seeds, but only then when it is 
blown by the efficient Power of God, which meeting 
with all other natural Caules, out of the Matter of 
tnefe Flames apply’d, this new heavenly Flame, the Soul, 
is produc’d. And hence ic cometh to pafs, not only that 
Souls perifh not when any Seed is loft, but alfo that in 
Cafe Man’s Seed be mingled with other Creatures, as it 
fometimes happeneth, fuch unkindly Conceptions are 
never inform’d with reafonable Souls; not only for that 
there isa Want in the concurrence of all natural Caufes, 
but becaufe God doth not confer his efficient Power but 
where and when he pleafeth. To conclude, therefore 
it appeareth that Souls are neither loft nor choak’d in the 
Womb, nor yet conftrain’d to live alone without Bodies 
when the Seed proves not effectual, for then there is no 
Soul produc’d, I willaot fay but there may be Fire, but 
in that Ca‘e, 1 dare fay, there is no fuch Flame kindled, 

Q. 1s it poffible 10 prove the Exiftence of Atoms, or 10 ima 
gine a Corporeal Thing indivifible. 

A, That} may folidly evince the Exiftency of Atoms, 
we muft fuppoie, that every Compound may be divi. 
ded into fo many Parts as there are which make the 
Compound, therefore Divifion ought neceffarily to 
ceafe when there is a Failure of Parts to be divided; on 
the other Side, there is no End of it as long as there are 
Particles to be divided 5 one of the Two we mouftallow : 
That is, either that a Body cannot be fo exaily divi. 
ded, but that there always remain divifible Parts in infi- 
nitum , or that there are Parts after a certain Number 
of Divifoas, which will not admit any further Divifion, 
Arifiotle ftands forthe former, but Gaffendus and the an- 
tient Philofophers do defend the Jatter, and according 
ta this laft Doétrine, after all the Divifions are made, 


~~ oe 


‘ng cam remain befides Atoms, that is, indivif 
Sa which are che firft Elements of natural Bodies, 

{ confefs, it is hard to imagine a Corporeal Thingy” ~ 
be indivifible, becaufe we fee nothing in this Wor 
which is not divifible, but this makes nothing againg 
Atoms, which are Corporeal, becaufe they compoiep, W 
dies, and are indivifible, becaule they are the firft, anj ae 
moft fimple Elements of Bodies, Hence arifes anoth) 
Difficulty, becaule it cannot be eafily explain'd; af, 
what Manner a Thing that is divifible, is compos'4, 

arts which are indivilible. 
"Teapartia Minds do not fiad fo much Difficulty in Ce 
ceiving this Matter, as thofe do, who follow the Pej, 7 
dices which they have receiv’d. Firft, Thefe Men ty 
are thus prepoffcfs’d, do not confider, that there uf F 
many Things which efcape our Senfes, and yet are nd 
real. Secondly, They do not confider that that whig — — 
compofes a Body is not a Compound, as we fee thar Un, 
ty makes Number, tho’ it feif be not a Number: Lei 


} ters, whereof Nouns and Wordsare fram’d, yet areng, Ye 1) 


ther the one nor the other. ' bs 
whereof Rivers do confift, are not Rivers; 10 Atom) 
tho’ they are invifible and indivifible, yet they compéh: - 
Bodies which are vifible and divifible. a 
Ariftotle and his Followers, do teach us, That a fin) > 
Body, as for Example, a Millet Seed, is divifible in inh 
nitum, and that it contains an inhnite Number gf 
| Parts; which being fuppos’d, it may be concludej) 
that there are as many Parts in the Millct Seed as theniy 
are in the whole Terreftrial Globe: Allo according 9) 
this Opinion, we muft grant, that a Body cannot 
| divided into as many Parts as really it may, and chang) — 
ther the hither or further End of a Staff can be founje9 | 
nor that there isa Circle or perfeét Piramid, northatthi” 
Parts of a Body can be immediately divided. All whid 
Confequences, as they are abfolutely neceflary, fo thy “- 
are all equally abfurd. ce 
Defeartes did endeavour to free himfelf from thi 
Difficulty, by faying that the Number of the Path.” 
of the Millet Seed was neither finite nor infisieh 


but only that they were indefinite : But the Bvafion 
ridiculous, and thefe Two Philofophers are forc’d toc) 
fefs, that every Partof the Millet Seed hath its Extes 
lion, and if their Number be either infinite or inde ie 
nite, then their Extenfions alfo will be either infinitea 
indefinite at the leaft, which is abfurd to affirm. I aif 
no more, to avoid Scholaftick Intricacies and Diftingi: 
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